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washed cottage. His wife was cleaning, and regretted her "master" was not at home. He had gone into Manchester, where she did not know. I shan't go into the details of the hunting of this day. At last we pounced upon the great gray stalwart man coming out of a little old-fashioned public-house where Blakeley people put up. When I produced my book he said, "This is grand.'' I said, " Look at the title-page," for I saw he was fairly caught by something he liked in the middle of the book, and was standing reading it in the street. " Well, I am a proud man this day! " he exclaimed. Then he turned it up and down and read a bit (it was a very crowded street) and his gray face went quite brown-red with pleasure. Suddenly he stopped. " What must I do for him back again ? " " Oh! you must write to him, and thank him." " I'd rather walk 20 mile than write a letter any day." " Well, then, suppose you set off this Christmas, and walk and thank Tennyson." He looked up from his book, right in my face, quite indignant. " Woman! walking won't reach him. We're on the earth don't ye see, but he's there, up above. I can no more reach him by walking than if he were an eagle or a skylark high above my head." It came fresh, warm, straight from the heart, without a motion or making a figurative speech, but as if it were literal truth, and I were a goose for not being aware of it. Then he dipped down again into his book, and began reading aloud the " Sleeping Beauty," and in the middle stopped to look at the writing again. And we left him in a sort of sleep-walking state, and only trust he will not be run over.
(4) From Samuel Bamford to Alfred Tennyson.
BLAKELEY, Dec. i$th, 1849. DEAR SIR,
Mrs Gaskell a few days since presented to me your poems, with your autograph, in kind terms, and I can only say, as to the present, that I am very greatly obliged; and that you could not have done anything that would have pleased me better. Accept my most sincere thanks.
Your poems, I cannot forget them.   I cannot put them away from my thoughts; the persons and the scenes they represent